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Eits is a work of fiction, a non-traditional novel whose structure is largely determined 
by an Oulipian-style constraint.  The constraint in Eits is culled from the album names and 
song titles of the band Explosions in the Sky. Each album corresponds to a chapter in the 
novel, and the language of each album title must be used in some way as an introduction to 
each chapter.  Within each chapter (album), song titles correspond to numbered sections 
where each title must appear as is in the first sentence of that section. This not only dictates, 
to some degree, the direction of the text that will follow, but, looking ahead, the title of the 
next section will dictate where this section must arrive. From this, a narrative naturally takes 
shape. Albums/chapters appear chronologically, according to each album’s release date, and 
within each album/chapter, songs/sections appear in the order they do on the album. This is, 
perhaps, the most straightforward way of ordering the received language of the constraint, 
the possibilities beyond this exponential.  Eits is a novel that shifts in form, providing a 
texture to the space and reading experience of the novel, all in hopes of creating a space in 
which content and form inform and push each other to new limits. Eits is never satisfied to 
settle on one form for too long, and it is in the movement between forms that the narrative 
develops in interesting ways. Eits demonstrates the combinatoric possibilities inherent in 
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language, and this exploration of potential highlights the reciprocal relationship between 
writing and reading.  As Eits builds upon a limited language set, it explores and exploits the 
combinatory possibilities that language allows for both writer and reader. It demonstrates that 
all combinatoric potentialities, visible or not, always co-exist in the same time and space, and 

































































To say writing is a combinatory art is redundant and obvious, and yet, at the same 
time, something that needs be spoken because so often it is not.  It’s easy to look at a story or 
poem and say, Yes, this is made of language, and the meaning of this language depends on 
the order of its linguistic elements.  It’s less common to consider this combination a 
mathematical function.  Combinatorics is a branch of mathematics that studies 
configurations, and as such provides a tool to look at the configurability of language. Simply 
put, combinatorics allows us to look at language at a level fundamental to why there is 
potential inherent in any word, and further, it allows us to see how literature is a continuation 
of this function.  
I’m not a mathematician, so I won’t delve into producing formulae to express these 
ideas. If the mathematical aspect of combinatorics feels left behind at any point, its only 
because I’ll instead focus on some basic concepts applied to language. If combinatorics is 
concerned with configurations, there is little, outside of numbers, as configurable and 
reconfigurable as language. If linguistic configurations develop meaning, in each word there 
are a number of potential configurations of letters that determines the trajectory of those 
letters. As an exercise, we can look to the title of this project, Eits, and utilize its letters to 
develop this concept.  
To start, we have four letters:  E   I   T   S.  They appear as I’ve configured them, but 
as an inborn feature of language, there are a number of other configurations that use these 
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letters, and which each shift the meaning shifts. In addition to EITS, we have TIES and SITE 
as potential word configurations using this language set, and these are only the options if we 
are limited by using all the language of the set. We can also mine these words to expand our 
word base: 
                                           EITS              TIES           SITE 
           ITS               TIE             SIT       SET     TIS 
           IT                   I                  IT                     IS 
                                             I                                         I 
 
In a short span, and with little reconfiguration and mining, we have gone from the four letters 
that comprise this title to four letters that can become eleven discrete words (excluding 
repeats). This point of this exercise it to demonstrate that within all words there exists: 
1) Other words that already exist within the word. 
2) Other words that can be built out its elements, if reconfigured. 
3) Other words that exist in the reconfigured elements. 
4) And finally, that all words function this way, that within every word choice there 
exist n other word choices, and that as a feature of language itself, words house 
potential for meaning other than their own. 
When a word is chosen amidst the possibilities for the configuration of its letters, we begin to 
pin down meaning. When that word is combined with another word, meaning moves toward 
an ever more concrete realm, but even as the meaning of language materializes, something 
else is working behind the scenes. The words that are chosen carry with them all the other 
words using its constituents not chosen.  
Literature, for its part, moves us in a direction toward meaning even as it builds up 
another language set unused, a language set much larger than the one we read. This is a 
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simple matter of more elements equaling more combinatoric potential. Words themselves 
always carry the dual identity of the meaning intended and the linguistic elements within not 
utilized. A combinatoric study of language helps us begin to understand how literature both 
means and does not mean simultaneously, how a word is both itself and all the things it could 
be, how literature is able to find meaning outside of the text on the page. 
However, looking at the combinatoric function of words is only a part of the picture 
when discussing the potential of literature. Raymond Queneau, in “The Foundations of 
Literature,” discusses this potential, stating, “Between two words of a sentence there exists 
an infinity of other words. Every sentence contains an infinity of words; only an extremely 
limited number of them is perceptible; the rest are infinitesimal or imaginary” (Foundations 
13). If we look first at numbers, where between each number exists an infinity of other 
numbers (if we go half the distance between two numbers, repeat, etc, we will never reach 
the second number), and second look at how lines function, which themselves contain an 
infinite number of points, only some of which are made visible. Each written line, then, only 
makes visible a very limited amount of the language it actually contains. Writers and readers 
have the responsibility, on one hand, of making visible specifics sets of language, and on the 
other, they must be aware that all possibilities of language also exist on each given line.1 
The constraint in Eits is culled from the album names and song titles of the band 
Explosions in the Sky. Each album corresponds to a chapter in the novel, and the language of 
each album title must be used in some way as an introduction to each chapter.  Within each 
chapter (album), song titles correspond to numbered sections where each title must appear as 
is in the first sentence of that section. This not only dictates, to some degree, the direction of 
the text that will follow, but, looking ahead, the title of the next section will dictate where 
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this section must arrive. From this, a narrative will naturally take shape. Albums/chapters 
appear chronologically, according to each album’s release date, and within each 
album/chapter, songs/sections appear in the order they do on the album. This is, perhaps, the 
most straightforward way of ordering the received language of the constraint, the possibilities 
beyond this exponential. This serves as document one of Eits – the constraint and the 
ordering of the constraint. This first document contains, in its primary state, Eits in its 
entirety, even if only in potential state.  
This Eits is a limited set of received language that provides a starting point of 
meaning and understanding, a visible language set (which includes all possible 
configurations) surrounded by all possible (invisible) expressions of language. It may be 
strange to say something resembling a table of contents has within it all linguistic 
possibilities, but what is a table of contents but something that points to a container for just 
one possible representation of that table?  A table of contents provides a map, and the text 
that follows is merely one route through that map. Document one of Eits is the map (in 
essence, document one is Eits) and document two of Eits represents one combinatoric 
iteration out of an infinite number of potential language routes through that map. Document 
two is the novel I call Eits. 
Not all potentials are the same in terms of quantifiability however.  While we can say 
that all texts, according to Queneau above, contain the potential of an infinitude of language, 
we cannot discuss the specifics of that potential. It is only in the study of specific (visible) 
language sets that we can discuss the potential of a text in concrete terms. So while document 
one of Eits contains as much potential language as document two, it differs in terms of the 
quantifiable language therein. In terms of combinatorics, document two of Eits is 
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exponentially more configurable than document one, so it contains more combinatoric 
potential. 
Language is the baseline for a combinatoric study of a text, but it is not the only 
thing. There are certainly other factors to look at here, like form and genric expectation, two 
interrelated elements. So interrelated in fact, I’ll discuss them as one under the umbrella of 
genre, all with the understanding that they are not de facto the same thing. Also, while these 
are built out of language, they function on a macro level, while the language discussed above 
is micro (until it extends to the macro field of genre). The use of one stable genre in a text 
comprises a single set of expectations for approaching that text. It has limited configurability 
from a combinatoric perspective and therefore has limited potential. Speaking of genre here, 
I’m referring less to the general sense of it (say, poetry) and referring more to the specific 
(say, lyric).  To simply call something fiction or poetry does carry with it readerly 
expectation, but it is too general and almost never remains on this general level. Fiction 
quickly becomes literary fiction or science fiction or detective fiction, and so on. 
The use of one stable genre produces an inherently finite species. While genre itself is 
a slippery notion (literary fictions vary widely, as do lyric poems, etc – so much for stability), 
a text of a single genre provides its own expectations according to recognizable patterns and 
categorizes itself accordingly. In combinatoric terms, genre functions much in the same way 
as the single word: it contains a small measure of configurability on its own, but when added 
to this increases exponentially. Let’s say we take a piece of detective fiction and add to it the 
genre expectations of a romance novel; all of the sudden we are presented with more 
elements of configuration. The text could oscillate between genres, or they could intermingle, 
but whatever the case, it is more configurable. All this under the umbrella of those general 
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expectations of fiction. If we took this same detective-romance novel and added to it an 
element of confessional poetry, we’ve not only added another specific genre element, but 
we’ve also brought with it all the general expectations of poetry. This is all unquantifiable 
numerically- suffice it to say this is an issue of multiplication rather than addition. 
Combinatorics is interested in the crossing of genres because it increases the ability to 
configure its elements, which in turn increases the potentiality of the work. 
 To this end, Eits shifts in form, providing a texture to the space and reading experience 
of the novel, all in hopes of creating a space in which content and form inform and push each 
other to new limits.  Eits does not mix forms for the sake of crossing genres; it does so to 
increase and emphasize its own combinatoric potential. I would prefer to not use the term 
cross-genre in describing Eits. Instead I want it to exist in the space between genres. This 
interstitial space seems to be where the actual work of the mingling genres happens, that is, 
where the text is not squarely in the fiction camp, the science fiction camp, the poetry camp, 
or whatever it may be, but instead in the non-genre (or all-genre?) space where all the genric 
elements of each co-habitate. This is the space ripe with combinatoric potential, but this may 
also be the space most impossible to wedge into.2  However, combinatoric potential exists 
not in the achieving of something, but in the trying to achieve. Achievement is the space of 
potential realized, trying the space of potential still not fully tapped. Even in failure, or 
perhaps especially in failure, potential works its magic. 
 All this assumes combinatorics and potential to be a good thing. It might be tempting to 
just want to write something without worrying about its potential, its alternate ways of 
configuration. It might be tempting to do that.  Combinatorics and potential are part of the 
complex functioning of literature, though, and this is true whether explored or not. It is why 
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writing is a combinatory art, if not the combinatory art. So even if the writer chooses to 
ignore this all in creation, even if the writer is ignorant of how this works, that it works, and 
all, even if.  It doesn’t matter. Combinatorics, potential and genre are the unavoidable, 
defining characteristics of literature. Eits is a text that chooses to use itself to explore these 
characteristics, a text that recognizes these will happen without it, and has decided to become 
entrenched in the conversation, rather than being blissfully ignorant.  Perhaps the most 
important comment to make is:  first came Eits and then came this introduction, Eits 
providing the requisite space to explore these notions, Eits housing the introduction already 












(How Strange, Innocence) 
 I  - A Song For Our Fathers  
 II - Snow and Lights  
 III - Magic Hours  
 IV - Look Into The Air  
 V - Glittering Blackness  
 VI - Time Stops  
 VII- Remember Me As A Time Of Day  
 
Two  
(Those Who Tell the Truth Shall Die, Those Who Tell the Truth Shall 
Live Forever) 
 I - Greet Death  
 II - Yasmin The Light  
 III - The Moon is Down  
 IV - Have you Passed Through This Night  
 V - A Poor Man’s Memory  
 VI - With Tired Eyes, Tired Minds, Tired Souls, We Slept  
 
Three  
(The Earth Is Not a Cold Dead Place) 
 I - First Breath After Coma  
 II - Only Moment We Were Alone  
 III - Six Days At The Bottom Of The Ocean  
 IV - Memorial  
 V - Your Hand In Mine  
 
Four  
(Friday Night Lights) 
 I - From West Texas  
 II - Your Hand In Mine  
 III - Our Last Days As Children  
 IV - An Ugly Fact of life  
 V - Home 
 VI - To West Texas 
 VII - Your Hand In Mine 
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 VIII - Inside It All Feels The Same 
 IX - Do you Ever Feel Cursed 
 X - Lonely Train 
 XI - The Sky Above, The Field Below 




 I - Day One  
 II - Day Two  
 III - Day Three  
 IV - Day Four 
 V - Day Five  
 VI - Day Six  
 VII - Day Seven  
 VIII - Day Eight  
 
Six  
(All of a Sudden I Miss Everyone) 
 I - The Birth And Death Of The Day 
 II - Welcome, Ghosts 
 III - It’s Natural To Be Afraid 
 IV - What Do You Go Home To? 
 V - Catastrophe And The Cure 


































How strange, you think. How strange to come across innocence. For it to 
be presented to you in such a way for you to think, How strange.  It might 
not be innocence, except I’m telling you now it is, but it might not be. To 











This is a drawing of flightless birds trying to fly, a song for our fathers, the 
way hair grows sporadically, repetition without knowing, a history written 
and rewritten without human intervention, the time of the Intercessors and 
starless nights, Profi and Yasmin, mud, snow, trees, houses, and light.   
 
Above all there is light.  Natural and artificial, bright and dim, pinpoints 
and floods.   
 
In the birth and death of the day, there was light, an explosion, and 
Jasmine was there. 
 
In the birth and death of the night, Profi was there, above the pine 
jacaranda maple aspen trees. 
 
Even in the glittering blackness of the starless night sky, there is light.  








There’s Profi and Yasmin the Light. 
 
One is trying to sleep on a couch. The other is trying not to sleep.   
 
One had a problem, unnamable, undecipherable, perhaps not a problem, 
but no better way to describe it. The other making dreams about 
swimming. 
 
One spills cranberry juice.  The other feels getting restless.  
 
One wonders about starting. The other has started.  Both have started then, 
and there is no starting early, no starting. 
 
One cannot stop weeping.  
 
The other sees weeping. The path it travels, slipping across skin, can be 
seen, and from this is weeping. 
 
Infer sadness. Perhaps joy. The picture is not yet complete enough to 
accurately see, but this does not stop it. 
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One says it is impermanent. There is no explaining the problem. There 
was one. Name the problem. It likely has everything to do with it. 
 
One is having trouble sleeping on a couch. Last night had trouble with the 
couch. The other one is not in the daily habit, but barely in the weekly 
habit, in no habit.  
 
The couch is badly water damaged. Neither one or the other have any 
memory of damaging it. What if the swimming becomes drowning? 
 
One wakes up in the morning and doesn't. One continues throughout the 
day. The other not a habit person, no matter how many efforts are 
required. One simply doesn't. 
 











Profi stands mesmerized by snow and lights, naked except for boots, fully 
mature, but hairless from the neck down, scar on the left side of his torso.   
 
Snow falls in large clumps and collects in a dome atop his hair. He’s never 
been up late enough to see snow, so he stands still, allows it to collect 
around him, up to knees now, but still not moving.   
 
Tonight represents a significant shift, no longer asleep before the snow 
comes, wakes up long after it melts and muddies the roads.  
 
The snow falls in silence, insulated against outside sound, and streetlights 
cast an orange glow, reflect off the snow, illuminate the immediate area, 
bright as daylight. Beyond the lights pitch black.   
 
Yasmin the Light stands in the snow several blocks away, also 
mesmerized, this her second time in the snow, also naked and hairless 
from the neck down, equally mature, but with a scar on her right side and 
not wearing boots.  
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They are in close proximity but haven’t yet met.  Think of them together if 
it’s helpful, even though they’re apart.  After they meet, they’ll always 
think of each other together. 
 
They are warm, the snow insulating individually and collectively.  Even 
when the snow is waist deep, then neck deep, they don’t move, and won’t 
until long after the magic hours.5   
 
Snow clumps get larger, snow piles deeper.  Trees uproot, lift, and fall 
from the sky, all still in silence.   
 
They land around Profi and Yasmin, displacing snow, building into larger 
piles until eventually they are completely buried. After all the trees land, 
the houses collapse.   
 
If they weren’t buried, Profi and Yasmin the Light would see other now, 
but it’s not yet their time.   
 
Magic hours nearing, they fall asleep, and will wake without snow around 
them, standing fully clothed on muddy roads, surrounded by rebuilt houses 





As the magic hours6 near, everyone drifts off to a sleep that no one has yet 
been able to resist, and they do not awaken until long after the magic 
hours, long after things have settled.  
 
The Intercessors tried to chemically force their bodies to stay awake for 
the magic hours.  
 
Many have no idea they even exist; others are simply content to know 
their world is restored.   
 
Even after a night of heavy snow and uprooted trees, or whatever the night 
may bring, the magic hours will come and bring order.  
 
There is no death in the night, no death that lasts, no death in the night the 
magic hours can’t overcome.  
 
There is no carry over; the magic hours erases all just the same. 
 
Profi stands in front of his house, Yasmin in front of hers, just waking.   
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Profi wears his turtleneck and corduroy combination, Yasmin dressed in 
her pink sundress.  They have no recollection of the snow.   
 
It’s hot now, and already the muddy roads are turning back to dirt.  
They’ve both moved from their spots.  
 
Profi thinks the roads are naturally muddy in the morning, not a remnant 
of what the magic hours took away.   
 
Yasmin doesn’t think much of the mud.  She has a car to drive her over it, 
doesn’t have to walk in it like Profi.   
 
She drives past Profi trudging through the mud, but neither one notices the 
other because they have different concerns.   
 
She won’t notice him until she too has to concern herself with mud.   
 
Or they’ll meet in the air somehow, uprooted like trees, then collapsing 
like houses.   
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If this happens, it will happen often because it will be night. The magic 
hours perpetually erase the experience.  They might have it every night 
and never know it in the morning.  
 
Even if they meet in the night, it can’t won’t last, so the only real meeting 
will be in daylight.   
 
Profi’s feet are buried in mud, drying to dirt.  As he walks, the dirt cracks, 
falls off, settles as fine dust on the dry dirt roads of town.  Now he’s 
kicking up dirt with each step.   
 
He has nowhere to go now, but walks anyway, toward the grocery store.  
The ground underneath him rumbles every ten or fifteen minutes, kicking 
up more dust.   
 
In the grocery store parking lot, still muddy, his feet sink into the mud as 
he walks along an aisle.   Yasmin is there, driving slow through mud, 
parallel to Profi.   
 






Look into the air at Profi up higher than trees against the black, starless 
night sky, where there’s less friction and freedom from the trees.    
 
There are only flightless birds7 here, and we eat the flightless birds. The 
others don’t come around anymore.   
 
Naked again, no boots, drifting over the tops of pine jacaranda maple 
aspen trees, knowing full well the starless night means it won’t snow, but 
not knowing the role the Intercessors have played in it.   
 
He thinks of his drawing of a flightless bird trying to fly.  Blue and green 
plumage, short beak, sharp claws, bright yellow eyes, drawn as a 
sequence.   
 
In the first, the bird is on the ground.  
The second, a pair of hands hold the wings out.   
Third, the bird drifting vertically instead of the preferred horizontal.   
Fourth, the bird landing headfirst.   
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The picture was drawn from experience, not imagination, but Profi doesn’t 
know it, doesn’t know he’s drawing from the residue of memories built up 
through repetition.   
 
He drops to the ground, picks up the blue-green bird, returns to the sky.   
 
Bird on his lap, he manually flaps its wings, working the joints, training 
muscles to move from memory.  Profi holds the bird’s body, lifts it.   
 
The bird flaps its wings a few times, slowly, but still flapping, then he 
works the wings a few more minutes.   
 
Movement not yet totally ingrained.  Physical residue accretes much 
slower than mental.  The bird has been a participant for weeks, and will be 
for some time.   
 
He holds her out, and while she flaps, lets go.   
 
She drops vertically, headfirst, wings flapping in vain, straight toward dirt, 
landing beak first, snapping her neck.  A faint sound, barely noticeable.  
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Claws in the air, legs twitching, small body convulsions.  Life melts out of 
her, limp on the ground, beak buried in the dirt.   
 
The ground vibrates, loosens dirt around the beak, sets it free.   
 
Profi props her against the jacaranda, picks up the yellow-orange bird, 
long beak, immense wingspan.   
 
This one doesn’t flap, but keeps wings out, glides horizontal, landing 
softly in a bed of pine needles, and falls asleep there, wings still out.   
 
What he doesn’t consider is maybe the birds don’t want to fly, and if they 
did, they wouldn’t stick around.  
 
They might follow the example of other flying birds and never return, and 
there would be no meat left for us to eat.   
 
He sees what looks like a star in the starless night sky and drifts toward it, 







In the glittering blackness, no birds, no trees, Yasmin explodes.   
 
There is Yasmin, a scattered mass of intelligence and light, and there is 
Profi, above the pine jacaranda maple aspen trees.  
 
A band of light and several hundred yards separate them.  Shifting in 
color, prismatic, it never sticks with one color long, blue right now.   
 
Yasmin starts the process of reconstruction. 
 
The band shifts to yellow, moves closer to Profi. His eyes tell him this is 
still the explosion, that it’s moving toward him, but he’s not threatened.   
 
When the band changes to orange, he thinks his eyes are still adjusting. 
 
The light is green and Yasmin is fully reconstructed.   
 
Explosion and reconstruction are the two things she does deliberately, 
with full knowledge and skill, whenever the sky is glittering and black, 
starless and calm.   
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The one thing she’s been doing long enough the magic hours can’t reclaim 
it. 
 
The band, purple now, is itself problematic, a product of the Intercessory 
research agenda, a prismatic symbol of the artificiality imposed upon the 
night.   
 
Consider the stars, moon, explosion, snow, birds, and band of light. 
















Time stops, courtesy of the Intercessors and me; Profi and Yasmin stuck 
in time, inches off the ground.   
 
I left the Intercessors after they abandoned their research into ways to get 
in the magic hours.  
 
Call it a difference of opinion, though it runs much deeper than that. More 
of an ideological rupture. 
 
We thought if we figured how to stop time, we'd be able to use the 
stoppage as a way into the magic hours.   
 
Intermittently stopping and restarting, fractions of seconds in between, 
hoping to creep up on the magic hours.  
 
Start and stop until we land on the transition between our time and the 
magic hours. If we found this spot, the assumption went, we'd be able to 
move freely between the spaces. 
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We (the Intercessors) never found the spot, but I (alone) continue the 
work.   
 
The band of light initially shot up in the sky as a warning that time would 
soon stop, running through the prism before the first stoppage, but now the 
band operates independently of time, magic hours, and the Intercessors.  
 
It only precedes a time stop when manually activated, and I currently 
stand as the only one capable of doing so. 
 
We also thought freezing time might be able to hold off the magic hours, 
but it’s not sustainable, only designed for short bursts of freezing, so Profi 
and Yasmin the Light unfreeze in time and land on the ground softly.   
 











 Remember  
 me 
 as a  
 time  
 of day, 
 he said. 
 If not 
 me,  
 then the 
 time, 
 he said 
 My mom 
 taught 
 me 
 to hate, 
 she said. 
 In the  
 sky, 
 at night, 
 I explode, 
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 she said. 
 We all, 
 they, 
 won’t  
 remember 
 each other. 
 Not as 
 a time 
 or  
 as  
 explosion. 
 Not 




















Those who tell the truth shall die. Some of impalement. Others poor 
health. Some lightning. Others work related accidents. Some in the ocean. 
Others by bullet or knife.  Some inexplicably. Those who tell the truth 













Greet death Yasmin whispers in her mother’s ear.  She lies behind her 
mother in bed as she whispers, then rolls onto her back. Her mother silent, 
still, pale. Yasmin rolls forward, leaning over to whisper ! I remember 
the beauty contest ! the new bathing suit ! the chair wrapped in foil that 
became the beauty queen’s throne ! the hose to wet me down so I’d 
glisten for the judges ! your smirk through the whole thing ! I was the 
only contestant ! but you told me there had been others ! on other days 
! all the finalists would be judged separately ! I the last of the short list 
! you hosed me down ! ice cold ! I stood shining in the early morning 
sun to be evaluated !  other judges couldn’t make it ! six-volt batteries 
usually used in lanterns ! and wires running to the chair throne ! you 
announced me the winner ! a bit premature perhaps with no input from 
other judges ! but they’re sure to agree ! I couldn’t suppress my smile 
! you crowned me with a tiara ! wires connected to the back ! and 
seated me in the throne ! electricity ran through my little body ! you 








Her mother wakes up, screaming, Too much too much. Cut me cut me cut. 
Yasmin pulls up her mothers pant leg, slices her inner thigh with a blade. 
 
Blood straight without arcing, shot up in two thin streams. Her blood hits 
the top of the pale walls, even the ceiling. Then two more streams.  
 
Yasmin puts her arms around her and tells her she’s going to take care of 
her.  
              
Blood drips down her mother’s legs, off the bed, pools on the floor, off her 
fingertips.  
 
Thank you Jenny. Thank you, her mother whispers. She quietly sings, 
Blood will lay on the cabin quilts / blood will flood the hold / blood slips 
along the bridges / old blood / stinking fish in the new bright sun / blood 
lifts into the winds / droplets of blood flowing everywhere / our newborn 
sun glistening red / blood being everywhere does what it likes. 









I remember vividly the morning her tears proved too much, and I began to 
cry.   I felt horrible attention would soon be helpless. Worried about the 
neglected. 
       
Greeted by a glossy eyed slumping child with a happy heart and plans. Her 
eyes half shut and wizened with a caution slouched so deeply with dirt, the 
morning heart shaped face, a blood curdling scream. 
 
Cells corrupted but dividing rapidly.        
 
Jenny whispers, If there’s a chance for you to make amends, let it happen 
motionless.   
                 
She lay as still as possible to rub fuzzy or tiny.  Hurried calm plucked 
straight from one mouth. Not the tender one.                           
 
Quickly her turned orphan birthed a best friend.       
 
Wake up dressed together. Eat breakfast together. Wink from separate 
tables in the hallways. At night struggle to quiet long enough to stop dead 






Yasmin the Light, dripping red hair, clothed in baggy sweats, barefeet, 
mother sleeping in the next room, ear pressed to the front door, says, 
Hello? 
Do you have access? 
Access? No. 
No access?  
That’s right. 
Isn’t your house blue? 
Blue? Yes. 
But no access? 
No. Sorry. 
Lots of blue houses with no access. 
Yeah. 
A blue house with no access. Has it always been blue? 
I don’t know. Since we lived here, it’s been blue. 
Did it ever have access? 
Not since we lived here. 
Have you thought of painting it? 
No. Don’t think we can. 
Have you tried though? 
! 34!
No. 
I felt like there should be access. When I was walking up. 
Feels like it sometimes, yeah. 
Lots of blue houses along here. Do you know where the nearest access is? 
No. Sorry. 
Five minutes later, ear still pressed to the door, after a knock, she says, 
Hello? 
Do you have access? 

















The moon is down, but stars glimmer in the cloudless sky. Moonless, 
cloudless, but starry. Snowfall imminent. 
 
Profi lays on the branch of a leafless oak tree, naked, armpit and pubic 
hair, but otherwise bald, looking upward, waiting for snow. 
 
The Intercessors, meeting in a field, all side by side in an equilateral 
triangle, ten on each side, all different heights and weights, but no 
variation in shoulder width, and a bucket directly in the center. 
 
I’ve been to one of these meetings. No talking is allowed. The Intercessory 
Triangle means silence. 
 
Snow falls, small flakes, no clumps, melts upon landing. It likely won’t 
stick tonight. 
 
The Intercessors motionless, watching the bucket slowly fill with melted 
snow. Profi with his mouth open, allows it to fill, swallows, then opens 
again to refill. 
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Not all Intercessory meetings are silent – just the triangles – and not all 
Intercessors are invited to all shapes. Shoulder width is a primary 
consideration, but not the only.  
 
Tenure’s also a factor. Triangle meetings are only for the newest 
members. !
Profi’s mouth full, magic hours sleep forthcoming, eyelids heavy, he loses 
balance, falls from the branch, tries to grab a branch but slips on melted 
snow.  
 
Nearing the ground, eyelids heavier now, slowly rotating in his descent. 
 
Bucket almost full, Intercessors still in a triangle, watching, waiting, 
bucket filling, magic hours nearing, new members unaware of the reason 
for meeting. 
 
He lands on his side, dislocated shoulder, compound fracture in his ribs. 
Before the pain registers, the magic hours bring him sleep.  
 
The Intercessors wake in their individual homes, no memory of the 
meeting, but a lingering image of a bucket. 
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Profi wakes on the subway, exits at the next stop at the top of the highest 
point in town, his consciousness now a bumpy road which is plunging 
where a few shacks lay scattered in deep burning sands:  
 
an unending, unstoppable road;  
 
at its bottom it quicksands into a pool of clumsy houses, including his 
own; a road foolishly climbing up, recklessly descending.       
 
In his house, a carcass of wood comically perched on paws of corrugated 
iron that exist in the sun like skins being dried.  
 
In the dining room, nail-heads glisten from the rough floor, lines of pine 





































! 55!











!!!V),E!D,6*0%!$;*#0!;*1:%!1):!$;*7!%$,9!$1.C#)<4!!!M,! $0**%! 890,,$#)<=! ),! ;,8%*%! D,..19%#)<=! ;,8%*%! 1):! $0**%! %,,)!-80#*:! #)! %),E4! +0,G#! 1):! @1%A#)! $;*! I#<;$=! ),! ;,9*! ,G!A,6#)<=! G1..!1%.**94!!/)! $;*! A,0)#)<=! -,$;! 1E1C*=! *1D;! #)! $;*#0! 0*%9*D$#6*! ;,A*%=! +0,G#!1E1%;!E#$;!%8).#<;$=!@1%A#)!$;*!I#<;$!%$#..! #)!:10C)*%%=!*1D;! .7#)<! #)!E10A$;=!)*#$;*0!E#$;!1)7!A*A,07!,G!*1D;!,$;*0=!-,$;!8)1-.*!$,!%;1C*!$;*!G**.#)<!,G!D,AA,)1.#$74!!!!!!!!!!!
! 61!

! 62!



















34!!F;7!#%!7,80!;1):!#)!A#)*?!! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! F*B0*!;,.:#)<!;1):%?!!!! ! ! !!!!!!!!!!!!!!!! ! ! ! ! ! ! @*%4!!! ! ! V#)D*!E;*)?!! ! ! /!:,)B$!C),E!a
! 72!
! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! /!:,)B$!C),E!E;*)!-*G,0*!#%4!(0!E1%4!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!! ! ! ! ! ! ! F;7!10*!7,80!;1):%!%E*1$7?!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!+0,-1-.7!G0,A!;,.:#)<!;1):%4!! ! ! \0,A!;,.:#)<!;1):%?!!! R8%$!;16*!-**)!1!.,)<!$#A*4!/BA!$;#)C#)<!A17-*!G,0*6*0!#%!A1C#)<!%*)%*4!@*%4!R1C#)<!%*)%*4!!! /!.#C*!#$4!!5,.:#)<!;1):%!,0!A1C#)<!%*)%*?!@*%4!@,8?!@*%4!!!!!!!!!!!
! 73!












//!!+8$!7,80!;1):!#)!A#)*! !R,$;*0! !7,80!;1):! !/B..!98$!A#)*!#)!7,80!;1):!%,!D,.:! !$;#)!.#C*!),$;#)<! !#%!;,..,E! !%$1#)*:!E#$;! !6*#)%!
!! 1):! $;*!%;19*!,G!-,)*%!!! 1G01#:! $,! 08-!!! 1):!9**.!-1DC!%C#)!!!1):!0*6*1.! !E;1$! !E;1$!#%!8):*0)*1$;!$;1$!$#%%8*!%C#)! !D*0$1#).7!),!A8%D.*!-,)*%!6*#)%!-.,,:!G1$! !:*G#)#$*.7!),!G1$! !D1)!-*!$;1$!D,.:!
!!$;,8<;!1!%.#<;$!98.%*! !/!E,007!),!-.,,:!#%!98A9#)<! !G0,A!7,80!;*10$! !$,!$;#%!;1):! !#G!/!9**.!-1DC!$;*!%C#)! !E#..!#$!1..!:#%%,.6*!#)$,!
!! 1.0*1:7!1!61<8*!;,..,E)*%%!!! #%! $;*! D,.:!E;1$!90*%*06*%!7,8!!!C**9%!7,8! !;,E*6*0!910$#1..7! ! #)$1D$! ! 0*%$0#D$%!E10A!-.,,:! !$;1$!E,8.:!A*.$!7,8! !;,E! .,)<!;1%! #$!-**)! #)!7,8! !1%!1!D;#.:! !E1%!#$!)*D*%%107! !,0!1!:*G*)%*! !E;*)!/!E1%!7,8)<! !E;1$!:#:!$;#%!D,.:!:,! !#%!$;#%!D,.:)*%%! !#G!),$!$,!$;*!$,8D;! !1$!.*1%$!8):*0)*1$;!
















Blood will lay on the cabin quilts / blood will flood the hold / blood slips 
along the bridges / old blood / stinking fish in the new bright sun / blood 
lifts into the winds / droplets of blood flowing everywhere / our newborn 














One trying to sleep. The other trying not to.   
 
One had a problem. The other making dreams about swimming. 
 
One spills the other getting restless.  
 
One wonders about starting. The other has started, and there is no starting. 
 
One cannot stop weeping. The other sees the path it travels, slipping 
across skin, and from this is weeping. 
 
One says it is impermanent, and no explaining the problem.  
 
One is having trouble sleeping. Had trouble in no habit.  
 
The couch is badly water damaged. Neither have any memory of it.  
 










"!!!!!!!!!!!]!!!!
! 95!
/f




Hurried calm plucked straight from one mouth. Not the tender one.  If 











Jasmine opens her mouth to the sky, lets it fill with snow, rises in the sky 
above, explodes, scatters intelligence and light across the field below, 
















































They release their hands, de-interlocked, and in the glittering blackness, 
no birds, no trees, Yasmin explodes.   
 
There is Yasmin, a scattered mass of intelligence and light, and there is 
Profi, enveloped in her light, unaware of the explosion and unaffected by 
the light.  
 
Yasmin starts the process of reconstruction around Profi, particles of 
intelligence and clumps of light move toward the center of the light. 
 
Profi and Jasmine both the center of the light, attracting intelligence and 
light, Yasmin the Light partially reconstructed, Profi passively involved, 
particles moving through his body. 
 
Yasmin is fully reconstructed, deliberately, with full knowledge and skill, 
the sky starless, calm, and without snow.  
 
There is no band of light, no prismatic symbol of artificiality imposed 
upon the night, but Yasmin and Profi once again with fingers interlocked. 
 
Consider the stars, moon, explosion, snow, birds, and band of light.  
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air higher than trees  
 
against  
black starless night  
 
sky  
less friction  














flightless birds  
 
others don’t come  
around  !! !!!!!!!!!!!!!
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pine jacaranda  




knowing  starless  
 








What looks like a  
 
star  
in the starless   
 









In glittering blackness  




a scattered mass 
 
intelligence and light 
above  
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Yasmin the Light and Profi’s consciousness is now a bumpy road 
plunging where a few shacks lay scattered in deep burning sands:  
 
an unending, unstoppable road;  
 
at its bottom it quicksands into a pool of clumsy houses, including one like 
Profi’s own in the other Eits; a road foolishly climbing up, recklessly 
descending.       
 
This house: a carcass of wood comically perched on paws of corrugated 
iron that exist in the sun like skins being dried.  
 
In the dining room, nail-heads glisten from the rough floor, lines of pine 










1.  There are, of course, other elements, such as connotation, mediation, etc, that contribute to 
this effect, but they fall outside the scope of this introduction.  
 
2.  Non-genre literature is a phantom, a slippery notion of literature potentially impossible to 
define without bringing about its destruction, but one, in all its elusiveness, that must exist 
because if there is genre, there must be its negation: non-genre.  When we are confronted 
with a text that falls within the purview of what might be considered non-genre, reading 
becomes a recuperative effort, one in which the text provides the tools to define itself. There 
is the oft repeated description of text which teaches us to read it, that it utilizes its own rules, 
and the reader simply needs to learn these rules in order find coherence in the text: this 
description is precisely what we do every time we read; sometimes a recognizable genre is 
the guiding principle, but in the absence of any guiding genre, the reader can utilize the text 
itself to provide this guidance. Rather than the set of expectations coming from outside the 
text (genre), in many cases it comes from within.  
No text is beyond the reach of genre because all text evokes “the enterprise of its 
process toward form. Form is macro and micro. The word is form, the letter is form” 
(Nakell). Since text can never escape its compositional existence, it can never disguise itself 
as non-text, as much as it may try, so the reader will always find recourse in it. The reader 
may have to focus on the micro level, on the word or letter, and build from there. No text is 
beyond recuperation because text, as a physical presence on a page, is always a fixed point of 
reference. In the realm of physicality, text will always be what is presented on the page, and 
while it may take time to develop a navigable course through it, this physicality will always 
allow the text to be read according to, at the very least, a set of expectations the reader 
develops. 
In Souls of the Labadie Tract, Susan Howe comments that when considered together, 
the various aspects of her book offer “maps of languages” (19). This reference to maps is 
significant because language itself is a kind of mapping of consciousness. Genre then, 
becomes a means of reading the map, a key to understand its markings, and if the key is 
missing, it does not mean the map is unreadable - the reader must simply develop their own 
key. If language is a map of a consciousness, then the text on the page is the physical 
manifestation of the map, and while Howe uses this analogy is reference to her own work, it 
is applicable, across the board, to all text. Text can never escape its textuality, and thus it can 
never escape its recuperability, even when the text is obscured, a technique Howe uses late in 
Souls of the Labadie Tract, and only bits and pieces of legible language can be discerned, the 
reader can still focus on the letter or the nature of the image created. 
No two texts operate in the same manner, so genres must remain oblique and 
inclusive in order to offer any functionality.  The field of cross-genre, or hybrid, literature is 
vast, and if it’s true that no two texts operate in the same manner, it is especially true here. 
While cross-genre work should never be confused with non-genre literature, we can use it 
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what non-genre literature is not. Cross-genre literature is limited to genre itself, and the 
notion of cross-genre work can only tell us that the field of expectations has opened up, that, 
depending on what the genres mixed together are (the term cross-genre won’t tell us that - we 
have to figure it out ourselves), what transpires will likely produce an entirely singular set of 
genre expectations for the text.  
Returning again to Souls of the Labadie Tract, we can quickly see that Howe 
oscillates between historical prose and poetry in a clearly delineated manner. While this may 
not help us immediately grasp the work as a whole, or understand why she may be doing this, 
it does give us the means to proceed through the text. Lyn Hejinian’s My Life also oscillates 
between genres, but there is no clear delineation between these moves, which occur in the 
midst of large blocks of text. She writes:  
A doodled gnarled tree. Milk belongs to the mythology of cats but it makes them sick. 
Ours was a stray with ringworm. One night each year on Boston’s Beacon Hill the 
curtains remained undrawn and the public was invited to peek in. I didn’t wear my 
dark glasses because I didn’t want a racoon tan (83). 
Howe give the reader visual cues to gain a sense of how to move through text, but Hejinian 
does no such thing. She jams poetry and autobiography together, all in the same text block, 
blurring the line between them, but not removing it altogether. Even a blurred line provides a 
point of reference.  Hejinian’s oscillations may do little for the reader’s initial development 
of expectations of her text, but it doesn’t take long to get a sense of My Life’s compositional 
makeup because even in these shifts there is consistency. With consistency comes pattern, 
and genre is nothing more than recognizable patterns of language and within language. 
Not all cross-genre texts, however, are so easy to delineate. Renee Gladman’s The 
Activist arrives with a number of visual clues of genre oscillation, but these clues are often 
misleading. In a passage she might, for instance, use the language of fiction but it may 
visually resemble poetry. She writes: 
 Still there because they love me, 
 he thinks. 
 This walking, 
 he’ll say when he arrives, 
was difficult for me (35). 
Gladman utilizes line breaks in the narrative, though it might be difficult to consider this 
passage poetry and just as difficult to not call it poetry.  Rather than visuality giving the 
reader a manner to develop expectations of the text, it misleads the reader. Elsewhere in the 
text, she uses the language of reporting to obscure facts about the bombing of the bridge. On 
one page, we read: “Investigators combed shards from the collapsed bridge for signs that it 
had been blown apart” (18). Within a matter of pages however, the reader is offered, in the 
exact same language, different information: “The bridge remains intact today, despite reports 
it is long gone” (20). Rather than simply crossing genres, Gladman superimposes them onto 
each other, using visual and linguistic genre expectations to undermine the role of the genres 
in the text. These techniques seem innocuous at first, but they eventually put the reader on 
alert, constantly interrogating the indeterminate nature of the text, the frustrations of genre 
constantly present. This constant present of frustrated genre, however, ultimately builds into 
its own genre, and the reader can, with a degree of certainty, expect the text to behave in a 
certain way. 
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There exist a number of works that are often described as indeterminate, which are 
more difficult to classify because they exist in a limbo state between genres. One of the 
creative processes of reading is finding a determinate location for the indeterminate. Time, 
consideration, and discussion, through and in the act of reading, will always genre a text.  
Often, though, texts of an indeterminate nature have not had time to become determined. 
Leslie Scalapino’s Horse Horse-Floats Horse-Flows, exists in a world which cannot yet 
comfortably or accurately define it within the strictures of genre.  She uses large prose 
blocks, those stable monoliths in which we usually find meaning, and syntax that resists our 
best efforts of understanding the language it holds. Visual clues must be ignored, and because 
the syntax of the text violates our typical expectations of the way language behaves, it must 
constantly be re-evaluated. Throughout the text, we run into language like this: “While the 
existence of any thing is not tied to his love whether they grind any individual as if equal 
with any other or not, that hierarchy senseless in that there is actual occurrence, action is the 
death of experience also, too (to)” (90). In this disorienting syntax and language play, the 
reader might have a difficult, if not torturous and impossible, reading experience. The text 
initially appears unrecuperable, but initial impression here, like with other cross-genre texts 
are misleading. If there are no patterns to be found in the syntax, if meaning cannot readily 
be made of the language, and if structure is of no help, are these not expectations to read by? 
These expectations may fall outside what might comfortably be found in most texts, but there 
is no denying that they are a means of approaching the work. 
Clearly cross-genre literature is not same thing as non-genre literature, but the two 
might have a closer connection than surface appearances might indicate. Renee Gladman 
says, “the crossing of genres...leads me to think of the infinitive to reach” (Person 47). The 
impetus behind the creation of cross-genre texts is the attempt to move reading and language 
outside itself, to open it to new possibilities, contexts, and realities. New uses of language 
always require new forms, and these new forms variously manifest themselves as cross-genre 
or hybrid texts. In the blending, mixing, and subversion of expectation, readers must develop 
a new vocabulary by confronting the limits of their own language, and ideally they will 
exceed those limits. 
Though the texts themselves can be understood according to genre expectations, 
varied as they may be, there is always a consciousness behind those texts, and it might be in 
the consciousness of these writers that non-genre literature resides. The texts themselves are 
merely the failed attempt to express something in language free of the constraints of genre. 
C.D. Wright seems to have had this in mind when she said, “I want my writing to be 
exploratory and animate and profound. I want to touch my blameless dreams, even if to date 
it is all paper and mistakes” (61).  Here she notes a desire she has for her writing, but because 
of the limits of writing itself, she expresses the failure of every attempt she made to achieve 
those desires. Language exists and functions in such a way that the written manifestation of it 
will always be understood through the mediated experiences of those interacting with it, and 
as such, it is always vulnerable to genre. 
Thought, however, is not vulnerable to genre. It exceeds genre in all cases, and can 
only be tangled with genre expectation when thought gives way to languaging on the page. 
Philippe Sollers contends that “written writing is only a fragment of the writing that is lived 
and thought” (199). Here he delineates a space in which writing exists without physicality, 
without fixedness, of writing that exists outside textuality. Writing that exists outside 
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textuality cannot be encumbered by genre because it is always moving, reversible and never 
fixed.  Sollers further notes that genres are “maintained only by a convention that pays no 
attention to the economy and field of writing” (204).  Genre conventions restrict our notion 
of what constitutes writing, in which light we fail to see we are always writing, always 
exceeding genre, operating toward its negation. Here we can see that what is at stake in the 
literary experience “has nothing to do with ‘literature’” (196). It has everything, on the other 
hand, to do with the experience of the individual outside textuality, where we are always 
“writing, in our dreams, our perceptions, our acts, our fantasies, our thought” (203).  This 
type of writing, outside and away from physicality, occurs on the level our transactions with 
thought, and it is this type of writing which produces non-genre literature. 
Helene Cixous describes the experience of entering the space of this transaction 
with thought, where Sollers’ conception of literature actually occurs. She explains: “When I 
close my eyes the passage opens, the dark gorge, I descend. Or rather there is descent: I 
entrust myself to the primitive space, I do no resist forces that carry me off. There is no more 
genre” (Cixous 139). This fragile space of non-genre literature is freed from the physical act 
of writing, and this form of writing contains the moment of freedom and the simultaneity of 
silence, where there are no formal restrictions because there is no form. 
Non-genre literature is the ever present nudging of consciousness toward what has not 
been realized. Textual writing attempts to provide a map of thought, of a representation of 
consciousness moving through the world, but this attempt will always be restricted by the 
conventions of writing itself.  It is always done in the symbols of language, recognizable 
down to it’s smallest component of letters and punctuation. The physical act of writing 
cannot achieve anything without genre, but in the realm of writing outside textuality, where 
non-genre literature exists and is performed free of fixed, symbolic gestures, it can never be 
pinned down to expectation of any sort and cannot be bound by genre. 
 
3. Document one of Eits.  This demonstrates the constraint as described in the Introduction, 
presented as a table or map. 
 
 4.  Document two of Eits. This Eits is a work of fiction, a non-traditional novel whose 
structure is largely determined by an Oulipian-style constraint.  While I do use the constraint 
in the Oulipian sense, I’m more concerned with the use of constraints generally speaking. Of 
course, generally speaking, all writing is based on constraint. Language is a constraint. The 
sentence with it’s inherited grammar, the way the page is used, top to bottom, side to side, 
whatever rules we’ve inherited, et cetera, are all constraints utilized in the creation of text. 
Marcel Benabou says, “In fact, it is rather difficult...to imagine a poetics that does not rely on 
rigorous rules and, more generally, a literary production that does not involve the use of 
certain techniques. Even the most rabid critics of formalism are forced to admit that there are 
formal demands which a work cannot elude” (40-41). Even the very act of writing, with all 
its own inherent constraints, is a form of constraint placed on thought.   
Document two of Eits is what most people would consider to be Eits itself simply 
because it fills the most number of pages with visible language, however, as already noted, it 
contains no more or less actual language than document one. As an iteration of document 
one, document two is actually merely a subset of the first.  
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5.   Helene Cixous: “Between the night and the day there is a long vivacious but fragile region 
where one can sleep even while being awake, where even standing on two legs one is still a 
phantom, where the doors do not yet exist in us between the two kingdoms...It is a fragile 
region that can be shattered by a too brusque gesture, a magic hour. What I write then knows 
neither limit nor hesitation. Without censorship” (140-41). !
6.  Here we see language (the magic hours) that must appear in this first sentence, as dictated 
by the constraint. As noted in the Cixous quote above, this language reaches farther than the 
constraint itself to something else entirely. It’s also important to note that the appearance of 
“the magic hours” in the previous section was not required by the constraint, but as a means 
of developing the work, required language is often anticipated in sections before it is required 
to appear. 
 
7.  A reference to the song “Flightless Bird, American Mouth” by Iron and Wine. This in 
keeping with the constraint of Eits coming from another band, Explosions in the Sky, and in 
the spirit of referencing the everyday. Explosions in the Sky was chosen for a number of 
reasons, and perhaps the most simple is, Why not? I was listening to their music when the 
idea came to me. As a band, they fall outside mainstream genres. Perhaps the most important 
reason to this project is that their music is just music. There is no singing, so there is no 
language in their arrangements. The only language then is in what exists outside the music – 
the album and song titles. I saw this as a way of exploring a limited language set, as already 
discussed, without being influenced by language in the music itself. 
 
8.  Eits is a novel in the vein of Robbe-Grillet’s conception of the novel (instead of like 
Robbe-Grillet’s novels themselves), which he believes “must invent its own form. The book 
makes its own rules for itself, and for itself alone” (New Novel 12).  To this end, the novel 
shifts in form, providing a texture to the space and reading experience of the novel, all in 
hopes of creating a space in which content and form inform and push each other to new 
limits. Martin Nakell notes that “since content and form continuously create each other, the 
more inventive the form, the newer the content. Every new content requires new form, every 
new form creates new content” (Narrativity).  Eits is never satisfied to settle on one form for 
too long, and it is in the movement between forms that the narrative develops in interesting 
ways.  
 
9.  As a work of fiction, and in the effort of creating a fictional work, I look to Ronald 
Sukenick, who states: 
 Fiction constitutes a way of looking at the world. Therefore I will begin by considering 
how the world looks in what I think we may now being to call the contemporary post-
realistic novel. Realistic fiction presupposed chronological time as the medium of a 
plotted narrative, an irreducible individual psyche as the subject of its characterization, 
and, above all, the ultimate, concrete reality of things as the object and rationale of its 
description. In the world of post-realism, however, all of these absolutes have become 
absolutely problematic. The contemporary writer - the writer who is acutely in touch 
with the life of which he is part - is forced to start from scratch: Reality doesn’t exist, 
time doesn’t exist, personality doesn’t exist (New Tradition 35). 
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So I start from scratch, creating a malleable world, a world in which characters will change, 
their names will change, they will explode and reorganize, they will always have within them 
the constant potential to shift in time and space. “They may,” as Robbe-Grillet comments, 
“themselves suggest many possible interpretations; they may, according to the 
preoccupations of each reader, accommodate all kinds of comment” (New Novel 22).  In 
order for this to happen, characters must, according to heriberto yepez, be able to feel “as if 
composed of bubble gum. a character is not a stable thing. a plasma. characters should 
always melt” (160).  I’m interested to see what happens to characters after they melt, what 
shape they will take on, what they will do. The character that will likely change the most in 
this project is the setting. Setting, no matter how much we try to separate it, is always a 
character, and so it too must be like bubble gum and plasma. 
 
10.  One of the names she will go by. She also Yasmin, Yasmin the Light, Jenny, etc. Naming 
is one of the techniques utilized to destabilize characters, to allow them to melt, to force our 
perceptions of them to melt into a plasmic sense of time, space and identity. Renee Gladman 
says that “every sentence is a potential problem of time, space, and identity. That is, the 
manner in which we go about articulating ourselves in time and in space and as time and as 
space is various and debatable” (This That).  I would contend that naming functions in the 
same way (writing a sentence is a form of naming after all), so the statement would read: 
every name is a potential problem of time, space, and identity. So the shifting of names will 
heighten these potential problems, for us as readers, and for the characters themselves. 
  
11.  As a method of achieving texture, and as an attempt to disrupt the narrative the constraint 
will inevitably help shape, I insert text created through different means, often with a different 
syntactical texture, or a different thematic concern.  Kenko notes, “In everything, no matter 
what it may be, uniformity is undesirable. Leaving something incomplete makes it 
interesting, and gives one the feeling that there is room for growth” (70).  This attempt to 
disrupt the narrative shaped by the constraint will of course contribute to the overall 
narrative. Disruption will become part of the narrative. As Laura Moriarty says, “Narrative is 
everything. It is sequence...is the air we breathe or the very act of breath and then breath 
again” (209). Narrative is inescapable, even as we seek to disrupt it. The disruptions become 
part of the sequence of narrative, and thus will call for more disruptions, and ever more, and 
finally, in futility, we must allow the narrative to rest, until disrupted by the reader. Any 
formal structure, be it language, sentence, paragraph, etc, generates narrative, and the more 
varied the form (leaving a feeling, perhaps, of incompleteness), the more potential for 
invoking an active reader to develop his own narrative.  
 
12.   While this is at the core a piece of fiction, many will want, at times, to call this a hybrid, 
or cross-genre text at times, but neither of those terms are particularly appropriate. My hope 
is that the text functions at the interstices of genre. A hybrid or cross-genre text indicates that 
the work is encompassing several genres, and while this may be true here (or nearly true – I 
can’t quite commit), it doesn’t accurately reflect the aim of the text. That is, I want the text to 
function in the space between genres. By placing the text between genres, rather than 
encompassing many, the text can function in ways independent of genre expectation. 
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Jonathan Culler states: 
Some of the most important expectations and requirements for intelligibility are 
enshrined in the various genres. A genre, one might say, is a set of expectations, a set 
of instructions about the type of coherence one is to look for and the ways in which 
sequences are to be read. And that is perhaps what is most fascinating: the astonishing 
human capacity to recuperate the deviant, to invent new conventions and functions so 
as to overcome that which resists our efforts. These texts which fall at the interstices of 
genres enable us to read ourselves in the limits of our understanding. Our most 
profound experiences may be that of frustration (262). 
We’ve arrived at a time where the terms hybrid and cross-genre come with their own genre 
expectations. We know how to read them.  My hope is to approach a level noted by Philippe 
Sollers. He states, “It will be clear that on this level distinctions between 'literary genres' 
inevitably collapse. They are generally maintained only by a convention that pays no 
attention to the economy and field of writing” (204).  By placing work in the interstitial space 
between genres, we allow readers to invent new conventions, to develop new expectations to 
use until another work in this space comes along to confound those expectations. By creating 
new expectations, readers create new taxonomic categories that can then be circumvented in 
subsequent efforts. 
 
13.  You may recall reading this already.  It appeared early in the text and now reappears for a 
few purposes.  
1. Kristeva has her notion of intertextuality, where all text borrows from other texts in 
the world. This, however, is a case of intratextuality. All texts, in some form or another, 
feed off themselves, and in this case the text is a linguistic appropriation of itself, set in 
a new context, delivering a different emotional register. From this point on, text from 
earlier in Eits will be retrofitted to work in these slightly alerted contexts. Sometimes, 
only a few words change, sometimes none at all, things happen to Profi and Yasmin the 
Light together now instead of only to one, and so on. This allows the residue of earlier 
text to carry into the latter part and build over time, to accrete into a new space where 
Profi and Yasmin can reside together. 
2. Musicality. This is after all a constraint whose genesis resides in music. The texture 
of Eits begins to feel like the texture of the music of Explosions in the Sky. Heavily 
layered with reprisals, moving in and out of various tempos and registers, the music of 
Explosions in the Sky utilizes a number of musical forms. The use of intratextual 
assemblage helps Eits begin to develop this same feel and become musical in its own 
right. 
 
14.   I’m trying, syntactically, to condense, as much as possible, actions, images, ideas nearly 
down to lists. Part of this has to do with narrative speed. Part of this has nothing to do with 
speed and everything to do with sound. While lists tend to indicate a hierarchal structure, or a 
narrative order, they do so less than if the same information was transmitted in a less 
condensed fashion. Space, or the lack of space, indicates how much importance to place on 
one thing versus another.  
 
15. The white space surrounding this text, and found throughout this project is not negative 
space. In a medium dominated by text, many call it such, but this denotes an absence, that 
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something is missing or that something has been erased. Nothing is missing. Nothing has 
been erased. Just because something is not visible does not mean it is absent.  A more 
accurate view is to consider this potential space. I again invoke Queneau’s notion of an 
infinity of words existing between two words of line. Likewise, there must be an infinity of 
words surrounding that which is visible, an infinitude of possibilities awaiting a reader. This 
seems significantly different from denoting an absence. It is instead a denotation of 
abundance if only we had eyes to see. If the act of reading is as creatively vital as the writing 
itself then this interstitial space is one that allows the reader the opportunity to consider the 
potentialities of the text. As Blanchot says, “Reading is more positive than creation, more 
creative” (Gaze 97). This potential space is one deliberately provided for the reader, a place 
for reader, text, page, and author to interact, to intermingle, to discover the infinitude of 
combinatoric potentialities of the work. 
 
16. Yet another musical reference. This time to the band Years Around the Sun. 
 
17.  Now that you have read nearly the entire text, how would you pronounce Eits?  I rarely 
speak it, and mostly read it with no sound. To me, it is more of a picture than something to be 
uttered. When I’m required to pronounce Eits, I often vary how it is done in order to avoid 
pinning down one option. Sometimes I might pronounce it “Eights.” On other occasions it 
will be “Eats” or “Ights.” Though rare, I might even just spell it – E I T S.  All this points to 
one of the aims of the text, nothing new here, which is to allow the reader his or her option in 
matters of reading.  If the title is this flexible, my hope is the rest of the text will be as well.  
In keeping with the introduction to this project, there is another element to combinatorics and 
potential not yet explored: the utterance of words and the potential for variance housed 
within those words. Eits as a word and as a project points us toward this exploration.!!
18.  Aside from the already stated purposes for Eits to demonstrate the combinatoric 
possibilities inherent in language, my hope is that this exploration of potential highlights the 
reciprocal relationship between writing and reading, a “new space,” as proposed by Sollers, 
“where these two phenomena could be seen as reciprocal and simultaneous, a curved space, a 
medium of exchanges and reversibility where we would finally be on the same side as our 
language” (195). As Eits builds upon a limited language set, it explores and exploits the 
combinatory possibilities that language allows for both writer and reader. It demonstrates that 
all combinatoric potentialities, visible or not, always co-exist in the same time and space, and 
in this infinite space, individuals are invited to be writers and readers in simultaneity.  
 
19.  An endnote to the endnotes. A disruption to a disruptive practice. This is perhaps the third 
document of Eits, but it is more likely a continuation of document two. The stated purpose of 
these notes is to provide critical context to the work, but stated purposes and the actual 
functioning of things are very different. The actual function of these endnotes, intended or 
not, will likely be to further disrupt the narrative. Never mind that at times they’ve appeared 
to be attempting to instruct. Forget about anything you may have gained in terms of 
knowledge about the text. They function as a means to disrupt how you read the narrative. 
They’ve invaded your reading process, your subjectivity, told you a specific way to think 
about what is going on in the text. There’s something to be said about seeing that innocuous 
number, flipping pages and reading the corresponding note. Or better yet, seeing the number, 
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trying to ignore it (but you’ve already seen it, so you can’t entirely), and then, coming to the 
notes themselves at the end, you try to remember what they reference. Page flipping becomes 
part of the process again. These notes become part of the narrative itself, and this is not a 
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